Visions Fugitives, Opus 22 of Serge Prokofiev (Moscow Chamber 
Orchestra, R. Barshai, conductor; WNCN) 

Structures think about principles-for-building structures think 
about images-for-thinking: "May I repeat what I told you here: 
treat nature by the cylinder, the sphere, the cone, everything 
in proper perspective so that each side of an object or a plane 
is directed towards a central point. Lines parallel to the 
horizon give breadth--that is, a section of nature or, if you 
prefer, of the spectacle that the Pater Omnipotens aterne Deus 
spreads out before our eyes. Lines perpendicular to the horizon 
give depth. But nature for us men is more depth than surface, 
whence the need of introducing into our light vibrations, repre- 
sented by reds and yellows, a sufficient amount of blue to give 
the impression of air (Paul Cézanne to Emile Bernard, April 15, 
1904) principles-for-building enumerated by Cézanne think about 
the aesthetic forms created on the basis of those principles 
pause and think about images-for-thinking particularized images 
for thinking "the life boat" "the proscenium" "the wayfarer" 
"the rajah from India" "the door" others certainly and know that 
images-for-thinking like principles-for-building are mutable know 
that "the rajah from India" is a dead image-for-thinking une 


A 


image empaillée "Pleurez, doux alcyons! 6 vous, oiseaux sacrés,/ 


Oiseaux chers 4 Thétis, doux alcyons, pleurez!" (La Jeune Taren- 
tine of André Chénier, lines one and two) think about those aes- 


thetic forms created on the basis of that image-for-thinking and 
know that even though "the rajah from India" is a dead image-for- 
thinking the aesthetic forms created on the basis of that image 
are immutable fugitive visions formalized fleeting glimpses 
formalized think about those aesthetic forms and rejoice and 
think about the fact that on Saturday morning February 7, 1931 
Virginia Woolf wrote "Here in the few minutes that remain, I must 
record, heaven be praised, the end of The Waves. I wrote the 
words 0 Death fifteen minutes ago, having reeled across the last 
ten pages with some moments of such intensity and intoxication 
that I seemed only to stumble after my own voice, or almost, after 
some sort of speaker (as when I was mad). . . Whether good or bad, 
it's done. . . I have netted that fin in the waste of water which 
appeared to me over the marshes out of my window at Rodmell when 
I was coming to an end of To the Lighthouse." creation and the 
pilchards and the image of the fin rising on a wide blank sea. 
(L'Aire: 4-15-76) 





